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/ Night Hawk 


Although this story was inspired by real people and events, 
itremains a work of pure fiction. 


А FEW NAUTICAL MiLES FROM 
TREPASSEY BAY, OFF THE COAST 
OF NEWFOUNDLAND, 


HOLY MOTHER 
OF TESUS! COULDN'T 
YOU EVEN HEAT UP 
THiS GNAT'S Piss, 
FLANNAGAN?! 


WE'VE BEEN 
GOING ROUND iN 
CiRCLES FOR HOURS! 
AND NOT EVEN A DROP 
OF WHISKEY TO 
WARM US UP! 


I'M FROZEN TO 
THE BONE! NO WONDER 
THE FRENCHIES CALLED 
THiS GODFORSAKEN 
PLACE "DEAD MAN'S 
БАУ”! 


Elmer 


YEAH! THAT BLASTED 
VOLSTEAD ACT*! DEPRIVING 
HONEST IRISHMEN OF 
THEIR NATIONAL DRINK... 

те NOTHING SHORT 
OF BARBARITY! 


WHAT ARE 
WE DOING HERE 
ANYWAY? NO SANE 
BOOTLEGGER WOULD 
BE OUT iN THiS 
WEATHER! 


STOP WHINING LIKE A BUNCH OF LITTLE GIRLS! 
LIEUTENANT FLANDERS SAYS THE GODDAMN PLANE WE'VE 
BEEN CHASING FOR MONTHS NOW iS SUPPOSED TO 
FLY МТО SAINT-PIERRE THIS MORNING... 


«LOADED WiTH ALL THE 
GOLD COINS THE BOOTLEGGERS 
HAVE PAID FOR CHAMPAGNE 
AND COGNAC SHIPPED OVER 
FROM FRANCE. 


PFFF! I BET THIS iS JUST ANOTHER 
WiLD GOOSE CHASE WE'VE BEEN SENT 
ON TO GET US OUT OF THE WAY SO 
SMUGGLERS CAN WALTZ THROUGH 
WiTH ANOTHER LOAD 
OF BOOZE! 


THiS TIME, THE iNFORMATION’S RELIABLE. 
IT CAME FROM ል SNITCH iN BUGS MORAN'S 
GANG. THEY WANT REVENGE ON OLD 
SCARFACE AFTER HiS MOB SANK TWO 
OF THEIR LOUSY SCHOONERS FULL OF 
FRENCH HOOCH THE OTHER-- 


\ LISTEN! 
$ SOUNDS LIKE 
AN ENGINE. a 


THAT MUST BE THE 
DAMNED BOOTLEGGERS' 
A FLYING SHOEHORN* 

LOENING! 


FLANNAGAN! 
WHAT THE HELL 
ARE YOU WAITING FOR? 
ል TICKER TAPE PARADE 
DOWN НЕТН AVENUE? 
GET TO THE 
HOTCHKISS NOW! 


*NICKNAME FOR THE LOENING 
OL AMPHIBIOUS PLANE. 


ALL THAT SMOKE... YOU MUST 
HAVE HiT THE RADIATOR! STRANGE, 
THOUGH... iT DIDN'T LOOK НКЕ-- 


OVER THERE! I SAW 
SOMETHING iN THE 
WATER! 7 


SEE iF YOU CAN 
GET iT WiTH THE 
BOAT HOOK! 


HOLY MOTHER OF CHRIST! THAT'S ል E - 
WHITE TAIL FIN! BUT BOOTLEGGERS 
PAINT THEIR PLANES BLACK 20 NO 
ONE CAN SEE THEM AT NIGHT... 


FLANNAGAN! 
та>: | HELP МЕ PULL THiS 
ሪፖ = | ^ THING UP, WiLL YA! IT'S 
(a A ý ` ° TOO HEAVY... T CAN'T 
KOKOT Á 23 ME. / MANAGE iT... 


ል SKULL AND 
CROSSBONES?! 
PIRATES? 


SHIT! IT DOESN'T LOOK К LISTEN! 
ANYTHING LIKE THE PLANE IT’S ANOTHER 
THEY NORMALLY USE, ENGINE! 


DAMN iT! A LOENING! THAT MUST 
BE AL CAPONE'S PLANE! 


TESUS 
MARY, AND 
TOSÉPH! 
MEN, I THINK 
WE'VE MADE 
A TERRIBLE 
MISTAKE! 


WRETCHED 
FOG! I CAN'T SEE 
A THING! 


H6? UF! 25" NORTH, 
56° 08' ОЛ” WEST... THE 
GALLANTRY LIGHTHOUSE 

SHOULD AT LEAST BE 
VISIBLE... 


THERE iT ¡9! 
SAINT-PIERRE 
ISLAND! AT 
LAST! 


AND THAT LiTTLE 
ISLAND MUST BE 
THE TLE-AUX- 


MNT 


«БО ALL I HAVE TO DO 
iS FIND THE GAP BETWEEN 
THE TLE PELÉE AND THE 
THREE CHiMNEYS! 


NOT CAREFUL, I'LL 
RUN OUT OF GAS... 
AH! THERE! 
I CAN SEE THE 
DOCKS! 


NOT & MOMENT TOO SOON! THESE GLOVES... 
MY FINGERS ARE FROZEN AND MY FEET HAVE 
GONE NUMB... 


СГ е ват 


em | 
SOET 


— У A መመመ шт ; 


МУ PASSENGER 
MUST BE ል BLOCK 
OF КЕ BY NOW! 


ARE YOU 
о 


CHE COSA?! YES, 
OF COURSE I AM 
OKAY! WHY SHOULD 
T BE NOT OKAY? 


CAVALO! WHERE 
ARE THOSE DAMNED Á 
/ WE HANE 
FRANCESI? Г TO оно, 


PROCEDURE. 


PROCEDURE? 
WHAT DOES THAT 
MEAN EXACTLY? 


SCARFACE? SIGNOR 
ALPHONSE CAPONE, 
iF YOU PLEASE! 


JUMP iN. 


HENRI MORAZÉ 


iS EXPECTING 
> you. 


I WAS 
REFERRING TO THE 
SPEEDBOAT! 


Hi THERE. I GUESS 
YOU MUST BE SCARFACE'S 
NEW MONEY MAN?! 


you, 
WAIT FOR ME 
HERE! 


THEM? HM! THEM'S MiQUELONS. FROGGIES 
BROUGHT ‘EM OVER. FIVE HUNDRED YEARS 
SINCE. LET THEM GO WILD AS SiN AGAIN. NO 
GOOD FOR NOTHING NOW. NO WAY OF 
TAMING THEM DAMN BEASTS! 


THEN WE 
HEY! WATCH OUT, SHOULD GET 
MiSs! THEM'S DANGEROUS ALONG JUST 
BEASTS, THEY iS! ALL ККК 
AND BITE! 


ARE 
THOSE WiLD 
HORSES? 


WE'LL SEE ABOUT 
THAT! 


IT HAS ል HISPANO- 
SUIZA АЕКО ENGINE... 
300 HORSEPOWER! 
IMPRESSIVE, HUH? 


BE QUIET 
AND LOOK WHERE 
YOU'RE GOING! 


WELCOME TO 
SAINT-PIERRE, MR. 
PIERRENSMAN. 


TIM HENRI MORAZE, AND Wr „ват YOU MUST BE FREEZING! LET 
THESE ARE MY TWO SENIOR, ME TAKE YOU TO MARIA'S. SHE'LL 1 
BUSINESS PARTNERS, ANDRE GET YOU A HOT COFFEE. TO CHECK YOUR ACCOUNTS, 
PATUREL AND RICHARD DE SO LET'S GET ON WITH iT. 
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SO... YOU SAY MR. CAPONE 
ISN'T HAPPY WITH WHAT WE 
DELIVERED LAST TIME? 


NO, HE iS 
NOT HAPPY 
AT ALL 


FOR THE PRICE HE iS PAYING, SiGNORE CAPONE EXPECTS LECCACLLO! W we HAVE RECEIVED COMPLAINTS FROM 
QUALITY LIQUOR, NOT LOW-GRADE PAINT-STRIPPER! SIGNOR CAPONE THEATERS AND NIGHTCLUBS iN THE CHICAGO 


_ = 15 NOT HAPPY! LOOP ABOUT YOUR SHIT BRANDY. 


WHAT!? PAINT- `N 
STRIPPER? 


HENRI MORAZÉ 
SUPPLIES ONLY 
PREMILIM QUALITY HOUOR, 
TOP-OF-THE-RANGE SPIRITS, 
THE СВЕМЕ DE LA CRÉME OF 
COCKTAIL CONTENTS! HARDY 
AND MARTEL COGNAC, DOM 
PERIGNON CHAMPAGNE, TOHNNIE 
WALKER WHISKY, ARA RUM-- 


DN EAU 
DE ViE WiTH 
A PRICELESS 
PEDIGREE! A 
COGNAC THAT HAS 
BEEN CODDLED AND 
COSSETED! THE 
GRAPES LOVINGLY 
PRESSED, THE 
JUICES GENTLY 
FERMENTED, TWICE 
DISTILLED, THEN 
SLOWLY MATURED 
iN CASKS OF 
LIMOUSIN OAK! 


IT ISN'T JUST BRANDY--iT'S THE LOVE 
CHILD OF A RARE GRAPE VARIETY AND 
RICH FRENCH SOIL! WHAT DiD YOU 
CALL iT? HOOCH?! 
THiS 15 WORSE THAN 
AN iNSULT--iT'S 
BLASPHEMY! IT'S 
SACRILEGE! 


WHERE 
ARE YOU 


СНЕ PALLE! 
SIGNOR 
CAPONE is 
BUYING 
ALCOHOL, NOT 


TO MY 
"STABLE"! 


« AND YOUR ALCOHOL iS NOTHING BUT 
HOOCH! IT iS NOT WORTH THE MONEY 
YOU ARE CHARGING, AND WE ARE ASKING 
YOU TO BE REASONABLE. SIGNOR CAPONE 
DEMANDS A SUBSTANTIAL REDUCTION 
iN YOUR PRICES! 
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BETTER THAN "МОТ БАР" I'LL MAKE 
YOU TASTE A BOTTLE OF EVERYTHING 
I SEND MR. CAPONE, AND YOU'LL SEE 

THE QUALITY FOR YOURSELF! 


NEXT YOU 
CAN TRY SOME 
OF MY ARA 
RUM. 


THERE iS NO NEED. SIGNOR CAPONE SIMPLY 
WANTS YOU TO RECONSIDER YOUR PRICES, 
WHICH HE FiNDS A LiTTLE... STEEP, SO-- 


DRINK iT! 
I DON'T WANT 
YOU TO HAVE ANY 
DOUBTS AT ALL! 


I MUST 
CONFESS... THiS 
iS NOT BAD. 


VA BENE. 
T BELIEVE 
you. 


CHOOSE 
A CRATE. ANY 
ONE YOU 


“በበበ.” NOW, iF I COULD JUST 


HAVE & LOOK AT YOUR 
ACCOUNTS... 


YES... TT... 
EVERYTHING 
SEEMS ТО BE... 
1 ARE YOU SURE? 
IN ORDER: YOU HARDLY EVEN 


GLANCED AT THE FIFTH 
ORDER BOOK. р 


NO... 
TUTTO BENE, 
T SETTLE YOUR 
ACCOUNT. 


THERE! NOW, iF YOU 
WOULD JUST SIGN HERE... 
TO CONFIRM THAT YOU 

HAVE RECEIVED THE SIGNOR 
PAYMENT... CAPONE iS MOST... 
PARTICULAR ABOUT 

SUCH DETAILS! 
MOST! 


IF YOU COULD... TAKE ME BACK 
TO THE SEA PLANE... T MUST 
PREPARE MY REPORT... FOR 
SIGNOR CAPONE. 


YOU KNOW 
HOW... IRRITABLE 
HE CAN BE WHEN... 

SOMETHING 

UPSETS HiM. 


GOOD! WHY DON'T 
WE CELEBRATE 
THAT WITH ል 
GLASS OF 
20-YEAR-OLD 
ARA RUM 

FROM MY OWN 
PRIVATE 
COLLECTION! 


FOR THE 
NEXT SHIPMENT. 
iF WE COULD 
HAVE TWICE AS 
MANY CRATES 
OF COGNAC... AND 
THREE TIMES 
AS масн 
CHAMPAGNE? 
CUSTOMERS AT 
THE COTTON са 
HAVE QUITE A... 
TASTE FOR THE 
DOM PÉRIGNON 
AND-- 


THERE YOU GO, MiSSUS. YOUR FUEL 

TANKS ARE FULL TO THE BRIM. TWO 

HUNDRED GALLONS OF TOP-QUALITY 
AVIATION GASOLINE! 


YOU FLYING OFF AWAY AGAIN, LITTLE 
MiSSUS? YOU WANNA WRAP UP 
WARM, WHA. IT’S ል MAUSEY 
ОМ DAY AN! CREAK-COLD! YES, 
BYL MAUSEY. 
FOGGY АМ’ WET. 
MiS'RABLE- 
LIKE. 


MAUSEY? 


SO YOU'RE iN THE LiQUOR TRADE, 
THAT RIGHT, MiSs? 


I KNOWS 
YOU'RE NOT 
STUNNED. SEE THAT LN 
PEA-SOUPER RiSiN’ 4 
CIP FROM THE SEA? YEP. YOU 
THERE'LL ВЕ ል STORM — s ^ TOO, OLD- 
OF WIND COMIN’ iN P " 2 PAL TIMER? 
FROM THE NORTH, 2 E 
YOU SEE iF 
THERE AiN'T! 
REALLY THINK 
¡TIL BE AS 
BAD AS ALL 


ПЕ 
AND Пи BE THAT? 


SNOWLY TOO! NOT 
FIT FOR FLYING! 


FLAKES LIKE 
DINNER PLATES! 
I'D GO ON iN OUT 
OF iT iF T WAS 
you! 


OH, HERE COMES My 
PASSENGER. IT'S TIME 
WHAT [ይ iT YOU SAY 
AROUND HERE? IT'S TIME 
T FLEW AWAY OFF 
OUT OF iT! 


ЕН, BY! WHAT 

ELSE CAN WE DO? 

NOW THE COD'S ALL 

FISHED OUT iN SAINT- 

PIERRE, WHAT CAN WE 
DO BUT TO HOOK UP 

WITH THE WHISKY MEN? 


THE TANKS ARE FULL! 
WE CAN GO. 


WHAT?! IN THiS 
WEATHER?! 


MINCHIA! WHERE THE HELL AM 


PORCA VACCA... 222 1 
WHAT THE A SPECIAL I SUPPOSED ТО SiT? 


HELL 16 ALL DELIVERY FOR 
THAT? MR. САРОМЕ! 


РОМТ WORRY, THEY 
LEFT A LiTTLE SEAT FOR 
YOU BETWEEN TWO OF 
THE CASES... TT FOLDS 

DOWN! 


^ ENJOY YOUR 
FLIGHT! 


VAFFANCLILO, 
Рівно Di 


NO WAY! WITH THEM WAVES AND ALL THAT WEIGHT, YOU 
WON'T EVEN GET YOUR METAL BIRD AIRBORNE! 


HMM. 
WHAT DOES THE 
MANUAL SAY ABOUT 
TAKING OFF iN BAD 


YOU'LL SEE. WEATHER? 


AND T'LL BRING YOU 
BACK A POUND OF 
BEST VIRGINIA! 


FOUND iT! 
“HEAD TO 


THEN WHAT?... “KEEP THE NOSE POINTING AND ልይ SOON ልይ THE FUSELAGE iS CLEAR OF 
UP ል LiTTLE... UNTIL THE FUSELAGE THE WATER, PUSH THE STICK GENTLY FORWARD 
iS SURFING THE WAVES.. TO REDUCE THE AMOUNT OF DRAG... 


THEN PULL 
THE STICK BACK 
TOWARD YOU JUST 
BEFORE YOU PLOUGH 
iNTO THE NEXT 
WAVE..." 


LET'S FLY! 


Î I'VE HAD iT WITH ALL GET iN TOUCH WITH YVON A REAL GENTLEMAN. 
| THESE ARROGANT LITTLE j LE MAILLOUX iN CHICAGO [8 HE MUST BE... AFTER 
WOPS WHO THINK | AND ASK НІМ TO CONTACT ALL, HE SPEAKS 
THEY CAN CALL THE BUGS MORAN, ONE OF PERFECT FRENCH! 


SHOTS THESE DEAN O/BANION'S MEN. 
DAYS! 


YVON'S A MAN OF TASTE 


AND REFINEMENT... 
WE'LL SHOW 


OLD SCARFACE, 
JOSÉ. 
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WOW, 
THE OLD-TIMER 
WAS RIGHT. IT'S 
A BLIZZARD! 


TIM FROZEN 
ALREADY. 
I CAN'T FEEL My 
FINGERS! 


22) | ON... JUST 
HOLD ON! 


WENE HAP ENOUGH 
OF YOUR LES! 


WE TRACED YOUR 
NAG'S HOOFPRINTS 
ALL THE WAY FROM 
THE CORRAL YOU 
STOLE THE HORSES 


i 

ep 
NO, PLEASE! 

I'M iNNOCENT! 


HEY! ISN'T THAT is LET ME GO, 
BESSIE, ONE OF ر‎ A YOU Piet ' 
GEORGE'S KiDS? ; : 


ልሃ OUT OF iT, LITTLE 


STAY ШІ 
GIRL! THIS HERE'S MEN'S BUSINESS! 


YOU DIRTY LITTLE 
SKUNK! GET OUT 
OF HERE! 


CUT HiM DOWN AND 
ኸቨ LEAVE THiS TO THE 
| PROPER AUTHORITIES! 
HE SHOULD BE TRIED 
FAIRLY, BY THE LAW! 


HE'S NOTHING 
BUT A LOUSY 
HORSE THIEF! 


፲፻ YOU HAVE A PROBLEM, HEY, GEORGE! I BET YOUR 
JOSEPH, YOU NEED TO MAKE TONGUE'S TURNED GREEN FROM 
iT OFFICIAL. DO iT RIGHT! LICKING THE WHITE MAN'S ASS! 
YOU KNOW MOB JUSTICE 
iS NO GOOD! 


YEAH, YOU | 
BETTER WATCH 
OUT... THAT 
FROGGY SKIN 
WiLL POISON 

you! 


№ 
Dake 


DADDY! WHY DiD 
THEY SAY ALL THAT? „не THOUGHT 
YOUR TONGUE'S МОТ I'D BEEN LICKING 


[ WHITE MAN'S 
GREEN AT ALL FROG өкім! 


"FROG SKIN” iS WHAT THE TRIBESMEN 
CALL GREENBACKS, WHICH iS WHAT SOME 
OF OUR PEOPLE EARN FOR HELPING 
THE WHITE MEN BEHIND THE 
TRIBE'S BACK. 


THEY ARE 
POISONOUS! 


№ 


፥ BUT I DON'T UNDERSTAND... 
THEY HAVE WHITE ӨКІМ, 
DON'T THEY? 


ват THEIR MONEY 
iS GREEN. 


IF YOU RUB THE NOTES WiTH YOUR HAND, THE iNK 
COMES OFF AND STAINS YOUR SKIN GREEN. 


THEN THE POISON 
GETS iNTO YOUR BLOOD AND 
DRIVES YOU CRAZY! 


SO YOU END 
UP LiKE THEM... 
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DAMMIT! 
T ALMOST 
DRiFTED 
OFF! 


WHAT THE... ? 
WHAT'S GOING ON? гм 
LOSING HEIGHT! 


OH NO! EVEN 
THE WINGS ARE 
FREEZING 
UP! 


BUGGER! THE OLD- 


A TIMER WAS WRONG... 


THE SNOWFLAKES 
AREN'T LiKE DINNER 
PLATES, THEY'RE 
LiKE BLOODY 
FRYING PANS! 


THE WEIGHT OF ALL 
THiS КЕ AND SNOW 
iS PULLING US 
DOWN! 


MY ONLY 
HOPE iS THAT 
SHE'LL GLIDE ТО 
CAPE NORTH! 


BUT CAN WE 
EVEN MAKE iT 
THAT FAR LiKE 

THiS? HELL! 


C'MON! YOU TRAINED 
FOR TEN MONTHS TO 
GET YOUR LICENSE! THE 
ONLY COLORED WOMAN 
iN THE WORLD! 


YOU CAN 
DO THiS! 


WE'VE HAD 

iT! SHE COULDN'T 
FLY iN THiS 
WEATHER! 


DAMN! AND THE 
COASTGUARDS'LL ALL 
BE TUCKED UP iN 
BED, TOO... 


WHY WOULD THE BOSS ASK A GIRL 
TO DO A MAN'S JOB... A COLORED 
GIRL AT THAT?! WiLL YOU SHUT UP! 
n SHE'S MADE THE TRIP 
8 Š ፲ FINE BEFORE! < 
THINK YOU 
COULD DO BETTER, 
KOWALSKY? 


YOU KNOW 
I'M NO FLYING ACE! 
BUT WHOEVER HEARD 
OF A HALF-BLACK, 
HALF-RED WOMAN 


THERE iT io! 
BEACH CROSSING 
LIGHTHOUSE! IT'S 
CAPE NORTH! IT’S 

THE COAST OF 

NOVA SCOTIA! 


FOLLOW THE 


iNGONISH 


COAST... "d 


ME -. AND THE 
CREEK! 


PIERRENSMAN'S WELL, HURRY UP AND 
ALMOST FROZEN! GET HiM OUT OF 


LOOK OLT! SHE'S SPEEDBOAT, WILLEN BILL е 
GONNA FALL! HELP LOAD THE CRATES ONTO 
HER, YOU iDiOTS! і THE УАСНТ! GET ል 

MOVE ON! 


JESSE AND OWEN, 
TOW THE LOENING AROUND 
TO THE HANGAR iN 


DON'T WASTE 
ANY TIME! 


YOU мает 
BE HALF-DEAD, 
MISTER... COME 

¡INSIDE AND WARM 
YOURSELF UP! 


т MUST GET BACK WE NEED TO PORTLAND 
TO CHICAGO RIGHT AWAY Y TEACH THOSE LOUSY STATION?! BUT THAT'S 
TO SUBMIT MY REPORT FROGS A DAMN GOOD OVER ZOO MILES AWAY! 


ТО SIGNOR CAPONE! 


PLUS WE 
NEED TO DO SOME 
REPAIRS... REMOVE 
THE CARBURETOR 
AND REWIRE THE 
CIRCUITS... 


THE TRIP TAKES 
DAYS! 


SEVERAL DAYS' 
WORK... YOU WOULDN'T 
GET THERE TiL NEXT 
WEEK! 


SOUNDS LIKE 
THERE'S TIME FOR ል 
GOOD REST, BESSIE. 

YOU'VE EARNED iT! 


JUST TAKE ME TO 
PORTLAND STATION! 
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YOU'RE NOT 
VERY BiG, 
EVEN FOR ል 
RABBIT... 


IT’S DROPPING PAMPHLETS... MAYBE 
THEY'RE ADVERTISING THE CIRCUS OR 
THE FAIRGROUND АТ WAXAHACHIE... 
iT COULD BE ል FREE TICKET! 


AN AIRPLANE! WOOOW! HOW 
BEAUTIFUL! 


I JUST HOPE IT'S NOT MORE 
ADS FOR SKiN-BLEACHING 
CREAMS AND HAIR RELAXERG... 
MAMA SAYS THOSE THINGS 
ARE REAL PAINFUL! 


OH NO! THE 
ENGINE'S SMOKING 
LIKE THAT OLD TiN 


LiZZiE FATHER 
HORACE MCCOY 
DRIVES! 


0 


Wi 


HELL! THE ENGINE'S ON FIRE! 
IF iT CATCHES THE CANVAS, 
THE WHOLE PLANE'LL GO 
UP iN FLAMES! 


WELL, DON'T JUST STARE АТ ME 
LIKE SOME STUPID STATUE! GO AND 
GET HELP! QUICK! MY LEG'S JAMMED! 

IT’S STUCK! I CAN'T GET OUT! 


QUICK! 
ти. GIVE YOU 
ል DOLLAR! 
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ARGH! BE CAREFUL, YOU iDiOT! YOU'RE 
GONNA BREAK MY LEG WiTH THAT DAMNED 
STICK OF YOURS! 


WOULD YOU 
RATHER ROAST 
LIKE A STUCK 
PiG? 
Quick! 
HURRY UP! 


“= GOOD, 
HE PASSED 
OUT! 


NOW T WON'T 
HAVE TO LiSTEN TO " 
Hie PATHETIC WHINING | | 
ANYMORE! 


UM... WHAT DO I DO NOW? 
UM... T GUESS I'M SUPPOSED 
TO GiVE HiM MOUTH-TO- 
MOUTH... 


DAMN HER! GET 
LOST, YOU LITTLE 
BRAT! 


THE LITTLE FLEABAG 
WAS ABOUT TO GO 
THROUGH HiS 
POCKETS! 
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T NEED TO SHOW THIS TO MAMA! 


ME WHAT iT 
SAYS ON THiS 
PAMPHLET? 


OH, LORD! BESSIE, WHERE ON 
EARTH РР YOU FIND THiS?! 


TO THE DEVIL 
WITH YOU! 


I'M SO SORRY, YOUNG LADY! BUT T THINK iT’S TIME YOU 
WOKE UP ANYWAY. THiS i$ WAXAHACHIE. ISN'T THAT 
WHERE YOU ФАР YOU WANTED TO GET OFF? 


JOURNEY! МУ 
BACK'S ACHING 
ALL OVER! 


THOSE POOR MEN! BUT THEN, THEY MUST BE CRAZY TO 
TRY TO CROSS THE ATLANTIC IN A TINY PLANE LiKE THAT! 


ч FRENCH, 
V, \ THEY'RE ди. 
1 


WAXAHACHIE! TRAIN 
DEPARTS iN THREE 
MiNUTES! ALL 
ABOARD! 
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LITTLE TENNY 
AGAIN! 
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[ОРТ HEY, KIDS! A NICKEL FOR EACH OF YOU 5 መመ 
iF YOU HELP МЕ GET My JENNY OUT ` A | 
OF THIS HANGAR! ! TO SHE A COWS 


=, 
À I KNOW! 
ШІ SHE'S ል 


WELL, YES, YOU 

CAN RiDE HER... 

AND SHE DOES 
GO LIKE THE 


THIS i6 MY 
“ТЕММУ!--д 
p px CURTISS TN-U 


= 24 NN 、 መመ” BiPLANE! 


ФО, WHO'LL HELP МЕ FILL HER UP WiTH 
GAS? WHO WANTS TO WORK THE PUMP? 


37 


C'MON! IF YOU WANT THAT 
NiCKEL, YOU'LL HAVE TO 
HELP ME PUSH! 


AND WHY ARE 
YOU STANDING 
THERE AND NOT 
HELPING? 


UM... ‘CAUSE WERE 

GIRLS, THAT'S 

WHY! YOU'LL ALL GET 

А NICKEL, TOO, iF YOU 

COME AND PUSH WITH 
THE BOYS! 


I DIDN'T 
KNOW THAT 
MADE YOU 
HELPLESS! 


BUT GIRLS 
DON'T KNOW 
HOW TO FLY 
AIRPLANES! 


DON'T WORRY, 
TENNY AND T CAN 
MANAGE JUST FINE 
BY OURSELVES! 


THAT'S RIGHT, y 
I AM! MOSTLY [ SOME RULES 
BLACK, AND PART 
CHEROKEE 
TOO! 


ARE MADE TO BE 
BROKEN, KiD... 


HOW'D YOU GET TO BE A PILOT, THEN? 
YOU MUST BE TELLING FiBS! 


ALL THE 
COLORED 
FOLKS AROUND 


COTTON AND 
||| Do WASHING LALINDRY! 
[በበ - A I NEVER HEARD 
77 OF ONE GETTING 
de iN ል PLANE! 


AND 
Т МАРЕ МУ 
OWN WAY! 


RED OR BLACK, 
YOU NEED TO ይር DOESN'T MATTER! 
CAREFUL, SISTER! YOU'LL STILL BE 
YOU HFT YOUR HATED BY WHITE 
HEAD TOO HiGH 
AND THEY'LL 
MAKE YOU 
REGRET iT! 


DO WHAT 


SHOOT! DiD YA SEE THE WAY 
SHE HANDLES THAT PLANE! 


МОТ ON YOUR НЕЕ, SiS! YOU'D 
CRASH AND SCARE MAMA 
TO DEATH! 


SO iT is 
TRUE THAT 
GIRLS CAN FLY 
AIRPLANES, 
THEN... 
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HAHAHA! T THINK T MADE 
AN iMPRESSiON ON THOSE Кіре! 


FiLTHY 
BASTARDS! 


YOU ROT iN 
HELL! 


፳ 
° 
J 
> 
2 


WHAT HAVE 
፲ РОМЕ? 
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WOW! THE 
BASTARD COULD 
SHOOT EVEN WITH 
A HOOD ON! 


THE RADIATOR'S GOT MORE HOLES iN 
iT THAN A SIEVE! IT'S A MIRACLE I GOT 
BACK HOME iN ONE PiECE! 


DAMN AND 
BLAST! WHERE 
THE HELL AM 
I GONNA FIND ል 
RADIATOR FOR A 
CURTISS TN-U... 


BAH! THE PLACE WAS DESERTED. 
WITH ANY LUCK, NO ONE SAW 


WITHOUT WHAT НАРРЕМЕР! 


ANYONE iN THE 
ка KLUX KLAN 
FINDING OUT?! 


TN ANY CASE, 
"GRAND DRAGON,” 
YOU AND ፲ ARE NOW 
OFFICIALLY AT 
WAR! 


W BRING iN THE d 
ü WITNESS! fo 


HEY! QUIT SHOVING 
ME AROUND! I AiN'T 
DONE NOTHING 
WRONG! 


REPEAT WHAT 
YOU TOLD US, 


SAW iT ALL! WITH 
My OWN EYES! 


THAT AWFUL 
BLACK PLANE, iT 
FLEW STRAIGHT AT 
THE OTHER ONE! IT 
WAS A DELIBERATE 
ATTACK! 


МЕ?! NO, ONLY ል LiTTLE ⁄ DiD YOU BRING 
TASTE OF THE OH HOOCH... / ME HERE TO 


ват . А ር А COUPLE OF GLASSES... у LISTEN ТО ^ 
THE GUY'S m" NO MORE! DRUNKARD? 


DRUNK! 


HE'S 
TELLING THE 
TRUTH! 


T HAVE ANOTHER à 
WITNESS WHO TOLD STEP 
ME THE SAME : FORWARD! 
THING. Š 3 
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THE SECOND PLANE... iT WAS 
FLYING STRAIGHT, THEN iT TURNED! 
IT CRASHED THE WHITE ONE ON 
PURPOSE! IT'S THE TRUTH! 


BOTH WITNESSES 
ARE SURE THAT 


PLANE... AND BLACK 


RIDICULOUS! 
YOU'RE A KLANSMAN 
AND YOU EXPECT US 

TO BELIEVE THE 

RAVINGS OF 

A NEGRO?! 


RIDICULOUS! 
WHAT LUNATIC 
WOULD ATTACK 

A PLANE 
BELONGING TO 
THE KLAN? 


iT WAS A BLACK 
15 NOT A COLOR. 


ANYONE NORMALLY 


TT... iT WAS 
BLACK! TT WAS ALL 
BLACK! AS BLACK AS 
HELL! 


AND YOU HAVE MY 
WORD THAT HE WiLL PAY 
FOR THE DEATHS OF OUR 

TWO BROTHERS... WITH 

THE MOST PAINFUL 

SUFFERING! 


PAINTS AN 
AIRPLANE! 


THE OFFICIAL ИМЕ © THAT 
IT WAS AN UNFORTUNATE 
ACCIDENT. 


WAIT, GRAND 


DRAGON! 


WHAT COLOR 
WAS THIS 
PLANE? 


NO MATTER! 
WE САМТ 
M AFFORD TO 
“N TAKE THE 
ЗА век 


NIGHT HAWK! 
YOU'RE TO MAKE 
i iRIES-- 
DISCREETLY. 


BUT NO ONE CAN BE PERMITTED TO 
ATTACK THE KLAN WiTHOUT FACING 
THE CONSEQUENCES! 


YOU CAN 
COUNT ON ME, 
GRAND DRAGON! 
WHOEVER THiS 
SNAKE iS, TLL 
FIND HiM! 


TAKE iT EASY, 
BESSIE! YOU KNOW 


ገርን ñ Á і NO WONDER... 
те ONLY AN OWL! E / THE STOVE'S 


OUT OF WOOD. 


MAMA'S OLD 
STOVE STILL HEATS 
UP AS QUICK AS 
EVER! 


THREE 
O'CLOCK... 


A COUPLE OF 

LOGS SHOULD 

KEEP iT GOING 
UNTIL THE 
MORNING. 


ሀ HORRID THING! 
HOW T HATE BiRDS 
OF PREY! 


„АР ONLY 
YOU KNEW HOW 
MUCH T мее 
you! 


=== 
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Texas; at the dawn of the 20'^ century. 
As if drowning in a white ocean; а 
10-year-old girl with nothing on her 
feet gripes as she picks-precious 
clumps of cotton. It is July and, as 
always that month, the schoolteachers 
have allowed black children to miss 
(class so that they can help harvest 
the “white gold”—while the white 
children continue with their lessons. 


For Bessie Coleman, this isn't fair 
because she loves learning—especially 
math, in which she's top of her class. 
And she knows that, until the harvest 
is finished, which could be as late 

as November, there will be no more 
school for her or the other black kids. 


Suddenly, her attention is caught by 
the sound of an engine, and Bessie 
looks up into the sky. Her heart leaps 
as she watches an airplane fly over. 
Then, dejectedly, she lowers her 
eyes again and continues picking 
the clumps of cotton. 


Little does she know that one day 

her name will be legendary, that 

she will overcome obstacles and 
defeat discrimination to become 

the first African-American woman 
pilot. But with her poor, mixed- 
heritage background, Bessie Coleman 
will need extraordinary bravery 

and determination to realize her 
impossible dream: to fly. Especially 
in Texas, where segregation blights 
every aspect of life and the resurgent 
Ku Klux Klan is terrorizing the mostly 
rural black population. 


Bessie's father is Native American, her 
mother African-American, and she and 
her 12 brothers and sisters live with 
their mother, who works as a maid 

for a white couple. Susan Coleman 


Bessie Coleman 


may be poor, but she makes sure 

her children are properly educated. 
Unable to tolerate the State's racial 
discrimination—which is even more 
prejudicial toward Native Americans 
than African-Americans—Bessie's 
father, George, has left them to live on 
a Cherokee Reservation in Oklahoma. 


Within a few years, Bessie, too, 

has left Texas to join her older 
brothers Walter and John, who have 
found work in Chicago—a booming 
industrial city that is a magnet for 
out-of-work African-Americans all over 
the country. Indeed, Chicago's mayor, 
William Hale Thompson, is placing 
advertisements in every American 
daily inviting blacks to come and 

work in the city's factories, workshops, 
and slaughterhouses, which employ 
tens of thousands of unskilled 
laborers. 


Incidentally, “Big Bill,” as Thompson 
is known, is also one of America's 
most corrupt officials, doing deals 
with the gangsters who control 
“The Stroll”—a section of State 
Street lined with casinos, cabarets, 
dance halls, nightclubs ... and 

the infamous speakeasies, private 
clubs whose owners secretly flout 
Prohibition restrictions and where 
booze, and money, flow freely. 


Bessie's brother Walter Coleman is 
working for the blue-chip Pullman 
Car Company, inventors of the 
sleeping car, and earning enough to 
afford a large apartment. This allows 
him to accommodate both Bessie and 
John, the “loser” of the family. When 
his little sister asks him what he does 
for a living, John doesn't reply; he is 
too ashamed to admit that he works 
for bootleggers! 


Life in Chicago is a shock to the girl 
from Waxahachie. It’s the Roaring 
Twenties, and everyone lives at 

100 mph. Bessie is dazzled by 
America’s jazz capital, with all its 
partying, its indulgence, its excess 
... and all its opportunities. Chicago 
is home to America's first black 
millionaires (billionaires in today's 
terms): banker Jesse Binga, politician 
Edward Green, nightclub-owner 
Robert S. Abbott, press baron Henry 


"Teenan" Jones, whose empire 
includes theaters, dance halls, and 
cabaret clubs, the infamous Robert 
T. Motts, gangster and casino boss, 
and the flamboyant Madam C. J. 
Walker, inventor of beauty products 
that lighten the skin and straighten 
the hair ... and the world's wealthiest 
black woman. 
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But Bessie doesn't allow herself 

to be carried away by all this 
frenetic activity. She hasn't lost 
hope of realizing her dream: to 
become a pilot. And yet she is 
soon disillusioned. With the double 
“disadvantage” of being a woman 
and black, she is unable to enroll 
with any flying school. None of them, 
in the North or in the South, will 
admit African-Americans. 


Frustrated and angry, Bessie takes 
the only job she can find: as a 
manicurist in a hair salon on The 
Stroll, which is also the center of 
Chicago’s black neighborhood. 


Some nights, back at the apartment, 
Walter and John, both of whom have 
won medals fighting in the trenches 
during the Great War in France, 
regale their younger sister with tales 
from “the land of liberty,” extolling 
its virtues of tolerance and respect 
for blacks. They describe the exploits 
of the African-American ace pilot 
Eugene Bullard, who flew with the 
French air force during the war. 

How he took his “mascot,” a little 
monkey called Jimmy, into combat 
with him, sharing the cockpit of his 
Spad 7, which sported a bleeding 
heart and the slogan, “All Blood 
Runs Red.” 


Bessie smiles. “France ... Why not?” 


And she resolves to go there and 
learn to fly. But the cost of the 
Atlantic crossing and flying school, 
not to mention living expenses, far 


exceeds the savings she has patiently 
been making during her three years 
as a manicurist. 


Undaunted, Bessie goes to the head 
office of the Chicago Defender, 

a newspaper targeted at African- 
Americans, and marches into the 
office of its founder, Robert S. Abbott. 
She has a deal to offer him: If the 
paper pays for her trip to France and 
her board and lodging while she learns 
to fly, she will write an exclusive 
article for it on Eugene Bullard. 


Abbott is initially taken aback, 
then amused by the cheek—and 
the naivety—of this young lady, 
who is obviously brimming with 
confidence. But he is an entrepreneur, 
a progressive, a man of energy and 
ambition who is on the look-out for 
just this kind of black role model— 
men and women who started with 
nothing but nevertheless managed 
to achieve, who can set an example 
to his readers. 


Being a businessman, Abbott 
negotiates with Bessie: In return 

for her boat ticket, she will submit a 
series of articles, not only on Bullard, 
who has just opened a cabaret in 
Paris called “Le Grand Duc,” but 

also on Anthony Fokker, the genial 
aircraft designer known as “The Flying 
Dutchman,” as well as blacks other 
than Bullard who have made a name 
for themselves in France’s capital. And 
she must keep them coming if she is 
to earn her keep. Bessie accepts. 
Abbott also advises her to learn 


French, and Bessie enrolls at the 
Berlitz Language Center in Chicago, 
while sending off applications to every 
flying school in France. 


A few months later, on November 
20th, 1920, Bessie boards the 

SS Imperator in New York Harbor, 
and a week after that arrives in a 
wintry Cherbourg, in northern France. 
She then makes her way to Crotoy, 

а small port on the Baie de Somme, 
235 miles east, which is the home 
of the Caudron Flying School, one of 
the most respected in France. 


The runways used by the school 
are the vast beaches at Crotoy, 
where Elisa Deroche, famous as the 
“Baronne Raymonde de Laroche,” 
the first woman in the world to 
obtain a pilot’s license, in 1910, 
was killed in her Caudron G.3 just 
over a year ago. 


The only woman among the 

62 trainees, Bessie must walk five 
miles to the aerodrome every day 
from her tiny room in the Hêtel de 
la Marine in Crotoy, the favorite 
hang-out of Caudron pilots. 


She starts her training in a Caudron 
G.3 R.1 (the “R” standing for 
“running,” as it was designed for 
ground training and had no wings), 
finally taking to the sky in a Nieuport 
82 E.2, nicknamed “Big Julie,” which 
was fitted with four wheels to prevent 
pitching and rolling on take-off and 
landing. 

Keen to learn and highly motivated, 


Bessie rapidly proves herself to have 
the skill, confidence, and guts reguired 
to become a great pilot. The fact 

that several of her male colleagues 
are killed in training does nothing to 
dampen her enthusiasm. She passes 
all her exams with flying colors and 
obtains her pilot's license on June 15, 
1921—after less than seven months 
instead of the usual ten. Not only is 
she the only woman to do so, but she 
is also the first American citizen to be 
awarded a license by the Fédération 
Aéronautique Internationale, the world 
governing body for air sports. 


Bessie then leaves Crotoy and 

heads for the capital to write her 
articles for the Chicago Defender, 
spending two months soaking up the 
Parisian atmosphere, which is so 
different from that of The Stroll and 
the black neighborhoods of Chicago. 
A true night owl, she flits from 
nightclub to nightclub, meeting 

and interviewing the most famous— 
and eccentric—inhabitants of the 
“City of Light.” 


On September 16, 1921, Bessie 
returns to Cherbourg, where she boards 
the SS Manchuria bound for New York. 
There she goes to see a show called 
Shuffle Along and meets a young 
dancer called Josephine Baker. They 
become friends, and Josephine is 
fascinated by Bessie’s passionate and 
picturesque description of Paris—and 
seduced by her account of the joy of 
soaring into the sky, of flying high 
above petty hatreds and prejudices. 
So much so that she not only goes 

to Paris, where she becomes a star, 
but also obtains her own pilot’s license 
a decade later. 

Bessie settles back in Chicago, 


where she buys a remodeled ex-army 
biplane, a Curtiss JN-4 “Jenny,” and 
offers people maiden flights. But she 
is obsessed by the idea of creating a 
flying school that will be open to all, 
whatever their sex or skin color. 

For Bessie, flying is a means to 
combat discrimination because, as 
she puts it, “up in the clouds we’re 
all equal.” 


To achieve her aim Bessie is willing 
to accept any engagement. After 
learning some aerobatic maneuvers 
from former Air Force pilots, she 
joins a display team. Flying under the 
name “Queen Bessie,” she learns all 
the tricks of the trade from daredevil 
pilots—known as “barnstormers”— 
who perform stunts for Hollywood 
movies and tour the country with 
flying circuses, risking their lives in 
spectacular feats in an attempt to 
excite thrill-seeking but increasingly 
blasé crowds. 


Unfortunately, the shows bring in 
less and less money, and Bessie 
has to perform increasingly daring 
and dangerous maneuvers to attract 
spectators. She senses that, unless 
something miraculous happens, the 
displays will be the death of her. 


Did she say, miraculous? 


It so happens that her brother John 
has profited from his dealings with 
bootleggers and become a chef—to 
none other than Al Capone! 


It's a responsible job, as “Scarface" 
has already been the target of several 
attempts on his life, thanks to his 
arch-enemy Joe Aiello, and now has 
a particular fear of being poisoned— 


all the more so since his nemesis is 
said to have offered a cook at the 
Bella Napoli Café, Capone's favorite 
restaurant, $35,000 to flavor his 
minestrone with cyanide. 


One might wonder how John Coleman, 
a petty criminal working for Al 

Capone, managed to secure such a 
key position. A black petty criminal at 
that. Incredible? Perhaps not. For all 
his ruthlessness and brutality toward 
his enemies, Capone is not a racist. He 
remembers how he himself, as a poor 
young Italian immigrant, was despised 
and rejected by whites. So he employs 
a large number of African-Americans, 
whom he treats with respect. In return, 
his black employees respect him, and 
he knows he can trust them. 


What is even less well known is 

that Capone owns a regular fleet 

of aircraft, which he uses in his 
trafficking operations. This consists 

of two Martin MB-2 (NBS-1) bombers, 
a Fokker F.VII/3m “Trimotor,” whose 
bomb bays have been repurposed 

to carry 30 or more cases of whisky, 
several huge Loening seaplanes, and 
20 or so small reconnaissance planes 
fitted with skis so that they can land 
on frozen lakes. In charge of this 
flying flotilla is Capone's brother, Ralph 
“Bottles" Capone. 


Of course, planes need pilots, and Al 
Capone is in need of booze-runners— 
skilled and fearless aviators with ice in 
their veins and nerves of steel ... 


At which point, our story begins. 
Enter Bessie Coleman! 


The Cherokee Lighthorsemen were the 
first of five Native American mounted 
police forces collectively known as the 
Lighthorse. Officially created in 1844 
by the Cherokee National Council, 

the Lighthorsemen were responsible 
for enforcing in the Indian Territory of 
what would later become Oklahoma 
the same laws as applied in the rest 
of the country. 
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The Lighthorsemen 


Only the Lighthorsemen were entitled 
to pursue and arrest suspects and 
deliver them to the Indian courts for 
trial, which made them all the more 
dedicated and determined. However, 
the Lighthorsemen were given 
considerable discretion when executing 
court judgments. The penalties 
imposed on those found guilty, as 

well as the length of the sentences 
they were made to serve, were highly 
variable and were often decided by the 
officer concerned. 
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How long Lighthorsemen served, the 
salaries they earned, the rank awarded 
to their commanding officers, and the 
number of men in each division also 
varied enormously. 


Although the Lighthorse were 
disbanded in the late 19^ century, 
some tribes continued to use the name 
when referring to certain elements of 
their police forces. 


The Ku Klux Klan 


The defeat of the Secessionist 

troops in the American Civil War 

and the subseguent abolition of 
slavery, in 1865, aroused the fury 

of many Southern landowners; and 
the following year, a group of former 
Confederate soldiers founded a secret 
society they called the Ku Klux Klan. 
Their objective was to maintain white 
“supremacy” and put the freed black 
slaves “back in their place.” 


By the start of the First World War, the 
KKK had been declared illegal and 
virtually ceased to exist, but in 1919 
it rose from the ashes and enjoyed a 
resurgence, spreading to almost all 
parts of America. By the end of the 
1920s, it counted more than 5 million 
members. 


Having established its legitimacy as 
a national, rather than an exclusively 
Southern, “cultural association,” 

the KKK attracted right-wing white 
Protestants who feared not only 

the integration of blacks and their 
demands for eguality, but also the 
rise of communism, the spread of 
unionization, the increase in atheism, 
and other modern social developments 
such as the feminist movement and 
the general “loosening” of morality. 
The new KKK claimed to be the 

last bastion defending traditional 
American values against 20"-century 
degeneration. 


The Klan's members came from the 
middle and sometimes also upper 
classes of society. Its highest ranks 
included celebrities, doctors, sheriffs, 
and even judges. The US President 
at the time of our story, Woodrow 


Wilson, made no secret of his support 
for the Klan—which largely accounts 
for the lenient treatment of those who 
were found guilty of assaulting and 
murdering black people. 


The Ku Klux Klan was highly organized 
and used the very latest technology 

in its recruitment drive, dropping 
handbills from airplanes painted white 
and covered with racist slogans. They 
also arranged promotional events such 
as concerts and parties, and held 
massive rallies in which thousands of 
hooded members carrying huge star- 
studded banners paraded through 
Capitol Hill and past the White House 
to demonstrate the Klan’s popularity 
and power. 


ts methods of intimidation, however, 
had not changed. By day, the Klan 
indulged in theatrics such as dressing 
up in white robes and pointed hats and 
planting burning crosses outside the 
houses of its “enemies.” Under the 
cover of night, it resorted to whipping, 
orturing with burning tar and red-hot 
pokers, murder, and lynching. 


The KKK had a complex hierarchical 
structure, with elaborate and 
esoteric titles for each rank that were 
intentionally sinister and designed to 
strike fear into the black population, 
which was still largely rural and 
uneducated. 


The Klan’s supreme leader was known 
as the Imperial Wizard, and below him 
were Grand Dragons, each assisted by 
eight Hydras. Then came Great Titans, 
each assisted by six Furies; below them 
Grand Cyclops, Nighthawks, and so on. 


Each rank wore a different color, 
which varied slightly from State to 
State: 


Violet: Imperial Wizard—the Klan's 
most senior position 

Green: Grand Dragons—rulers of the 
“Realms” 

Purple: Great Titans—heads of the 
“Dominions” 

Gold: Grand Cyclops—chiefs of the 
“Dens” 

Red: Kleagles—responsible for 
“public relations” and recruitment 
Black: Nighthawks—responsible for 
security 

White: Klansmen—ordinary Klan 
members 
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